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ispat in his annoyance ; but the old woman did not stop
pestering:
" Oh, what a sin ! As if we hadn't enough sorrow, now
they'll arrest you. . . ."
( " Well, and it may be better to sit in prison than go
* dragging over the steppe with a rifle," Pantaleimon said
wearily. " I'm no youngster to go marching twenty-five
miles in the day, to dig trenches, to attack at the double,
and to crawl along the ground, and bury myself away from
the bullets. The devil can bury himself from them ! A bullet
caught a comrade of mine from Krivaya Rechka right
under the left shoulder blade, and he didn't even kick out
his legs once. You don't get much pleasure out of such
things t "
The old man carried his rifle and wallet of cartridges
outside and hid them in the chaff-shed. But when Ilinichna
asked where his fur coat was he answered moodily and
reluctantly:
" IVe worn it out, or, to be more exact, I threw it away.
Beyond Shumilinsk they pressed on us so hard that every-
body dropped everything and ran like mad. There was no
time to worry about coats then. . . . Some men had sheep
skins, and they threw even them off. And what the devil
have you thought of the coat for ? Now if it had been a
good one : but it wasn't fit for a beggar."
In reality the coat had been a good new one, but anything
the old man had had to abandon was always no good at all,
so he said. It was the way he had'of consoling himself.
k Ilinichna knew that, and so she did not bother to aigue
about^the quality of the coat.
In a family council that night they decided that Ilinichna
and Pantaleimon would remain at home with the children
until the last moment, to look after their possessions and to
bury the grain that had been threshed, while Dunia would
drive off with the yoke of old bullocks and the family chests
to relations in the hamlet of Latyshev, on the Chira.
This plan was not destined to be carried out in its entirety.
They saw Dunia off next morning, but at noon a punitive
detachment of Kalmyk cossacks rode into Tatarsk. One of
the Tatarsk villagers must have seen Pantaleimon making
his way home, for an hour after their arrival the Kalmyks
galloped up to the Melekhov yard* CBtching sight of the